TRAVEL  IN  THE  HADHRAMAUT

the jealous gods, for it was my first and only accident. Some of the Arabs
of Zanzibar, at the beginning of the unlucky month of Safar, deliberately
burn themselves in order to avoid further misfortunes, so perhaps it was my
lucky star that saw to it that I took an early toss.

To the Wadi Hawi succeeded the Wadi 'Anana with a view of Jebel
'Anana which formed a landmark for an hour or so, and shortly after leaving
it we had a final view of the sea. As we rode across another stony plateau
some of our beduin nibbled dates which they carried in little bags slung
over their shoulders. Sa'id drew out his pipe and beguiled us with a tune
as we rode on towards Lusb. There were about twenty houses in the
village mostly of one storey, though there are two of four and five storeys,
and round them was the usual cultivation, dukhn (bullrush millet, Pennisetum
typhoideiiw), sweet potatoes, imported from East Africa and called from
the English, batata and keneb (Italian millet, Setana italica). It was not
until we had actually passed through the village that we looked down on
to the green of the Wadi Lusb below. Here were date-palms, bedam,
tamarisk, and ariata trees (Conocarpus erectus Jacq). We rode down into
the wadi where we found a few pools with fish in them, but apart from
two women watching a herd of goats, there was no one within sight.

Soon we passed our first downward caravan. There is little for camels
to carry from the interior to the coast, and these were laden with musht
(Grewia erythraea Schweinf) for camel fodder, and firewood. Near here the
longer Du'an road, better for camels, branches off. When we reached
Lubeib my donkey had a strange reluctance to move on and I learned that
this was where it lived. The men also wanted to stop for the night, but as it
was early and we had covered little ground I asked that we might move
on to the next halting place with water.

We bivouacked at Al Halaf, a corner of the wadi with nothing else but
a water hole among huge boulders overshadowed by the high difis.
Despite the strangeness of his surroundings, Ganess throughout our tour
turned out excellent meals. Stdtaa Salim had sent a crate of unhappy
chickens with us and as long as they lasted we had them for lunch and
dinner. We started our morning light, generally nothing but porridge,
tea and biscuits. Lunch was cooked the night before, but later when the
chickens were finished the three of us usually disposed of two tin3 of fruit.
Four o'clock tea degenerated into a drink of smelly but boiled and tepid
water from our water-bottfes, taken riding and followed by a cigarette,
but dinner was the chief meal of the day. It was rarely that we could g$f
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